
By R. R. Symes 




MUSIC 



WM7HEN John Undersink was in his teens, 
■ " he had gotten a job as a plumber's helper. 
He had to work every day after school and 
all day Saturdays. In the summertime, when 
other boys were having fun at camps and on 
the beaches, young John was always helping 
to install bathroom fixtures or repairing leaks 
in sewer pipes. John's folks were very poor 
and it was necessary for him to work to help 
pay the rent and buy food for his seventeen 
younger brothers and sisters. 

John worked very hard and he was very 
smart. Soon he knew all there was to know 
about plumbing and when he had finished high 
school, he opened his own plumbing shop. It 
grew and prospered. By the time he reached 
middle age, John Undersink was well fixed, 
financially. He had married a pretty wife and 
he had three husky sons and he felt very lucky. 

Often he said to his wife, "Mother, I worked 
very hard to get where I am and I want our 
sons to enjoy the fruits of my labor. I want 
them to have every advantage." 

Mother agreed and said, "I wish they would 
show some interest in the arts. I wish they'd 
be painters or poets or musicians . . . 

"Musicians!" said John. "That's the ticket. 
A bit of fine music around the house would 
be a joy to us all. A string trio playing soulful 
is! Now, wouldn't that be a treat to the 



"Will you tell the boys they've got to take 
music lessons?" asked mother. 

"No, no!" responded John. "That's not the 
way. I'll work it so they think they've suggest- 
ed tt themselves. Then their interest will be 
keener and they won't think they've been forced 
into anything." 

John bought a fine record player and many 
of the best classical records. He brought home 



tickets for all the concerts of the chamber music 
society. He turned radio and TV to symphonic 
groups. And his sons, Melvin, Elvin and Spelvin 
listened politely. 

One day Melvin, the eldest boy, came to him" 
and said, "Dad, we boys want to be musicians. 
Can we, dad, can we?" 

John's heart leaped up. This was the moment 
he had dreamed of. He said, "Why, sure. Round 
up your brothers and we'll go down to the 

"No, Dad, we don't want to put you to ail 
that bother," said Melvin, hurriedly. "Besides, 
we want to get up a trio and kind of surprise 
you and Mom. You see, we've been sort of 
practising at school with an orchestra and we 
want to — well, we want to kind of surprise 

John smiled and said he guess that would 
be all right and the boys could charge their 
instruments to him. "Be sure you get the very 
best," he admonished. "A plumber or a musi- 
cian, either one, has to have good tools to do 
his best work." 

After his sons had departed for the music 
store, John went to his wife with a big smile 
and exclaimed, "Darling, it has worked out just 
as I said it would. The boys are going to be 
musicians. They're getting up a string trio just 
to surprise us." 

"How splendid!" said Mother. 

"Yes, sir." said John. "And I'll bet I can 
tell who plays what. Melvin will have the vio- 
lin, Elvin will play 'cello, and Spelvin will be 
a viola virtuoso. Why, maybe some day they'll 
play in Carnegie Hall !" 

John and his wife drove down to the market 
on a shopping trip and neither was at home 
when the three musicians returned with their 
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Quiet Music 

(Continued from inside front cover) 
new instruments. The boys went down to the 
basement playroom and prepared to practice. 
John was just coming in through the kitchen 
door with an armload of groceries when the 
boys began. 

The groceries fell to the floor with a crash 
as John exclaimed. "What in the world is that!" 
Both the crash of the groceries and his own 
exclamation were practically drowned out. He 
rushed down the cellar stairs and gazed with 
mouth agape at the "string trio" he had so 
fondly dreamed of. 

Melvin was slapping away at a thundering 
big bass fiddle, Elvin was making high-pitched 
wailing sounds on a clarinet and Spelvm was 
banging away at a set of drums, complete with 
the largest and loudest cymbal John had ever 
encountered. He yelled, but the boys didn't 
hear him. He held his hands over his ears and 
waited for them to finish. 

Then Melvin looked up and, grinning, said, 
"Oh, hello, Dad. How'd you like it?" 

"This is crazy!" exclaimed John, frowning. 
"Hear that, you cats?" cried Melvin, with 
delight. "He likes it! He says it's crazy!" 
"Man, it's real crazy!" yelled Elvin. 
"Do you really like it, Daddy-o?" asked Spel- 

"I must say it leaves me very cool !" asserted 
John Undersink. 

"Hey-hey! Daddy-o says it's cool!" yipped 
Spelvin. 

"Man, it's real cool!" echoed Elvin. 

Mr. John Undersink was baffled by the bop 
talk. He gasped, then he started to say, "I 
think you boys are gone out of your minds." 
But he got only this far: "I think you boys 
are gone . . ." 

"Wow! Daddy-o thinks we're gone!" hol- 
lered Melvin. 

"Man, we're real gone!" said Elvin. 

The father was more baffled than ever. He 
groped for words to express himself. At last 



he said, "Now, listen. I've always tried to be 
square with you boys . . . 

Melvin came over and put his hand on his 
father's shoulder. The boy said, fondly, "Dig 
me. Pops, you're no square. You're real hip." 
"Groovy!" said Elvin. 
"Solid!" agreed Spelvin. 
"I'll tell you the truth, Pops — for awhile we 
thought you were kind of square. You've been 
spinning all these longhair platters and tuning 
in all those gypsies. But we can see now that 
you've been doing it just because you thought 
we liked it. Golly, you're the best father in the 
whole world!" 

Mr. John Undersink crept back upstairs to 
the kitchen where he found his wife eyeing 
the spilled groceries. "I'll clean that up, Moth- 
er," said he. "And I'll go get another dozen 
eggs and I'm going to buy you a nice surprise 
present, too." 

"What is that terrible racket downstairs?" 
asked Mother. 

"That's our 'string trio'," said John, ruefully. 
"Aren't you going to put a stop to it?" 

"Well ah — I can't exactly do that," said 

John. "You see, I promised the boys they could 
choose their own instruments. You wouldn't 
want me to go back on a promise, would you? 
The boys would think me a terrible father if 
I did that." 

"But the din — it's bound to give us both head- 

"I'll take care of that," said John. "When I 
go for the eggs I'm going to buy you a set of 
ear plugs." 

"How about yourself?" 

^mTELL — ah— I won't need any. You 
WW seCi j-he boys kind of want to form 

a quartet and they think I could — ah — master 

an instrument. While I'm out, I'm going to 

buy a slush pump." 

"That's crazy!" exclaimed his wife, 

"Yeah, man! Real crazy!" said John as he 

departed. 

THE END 



